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I read it in the Grammcr long ago ?♦ 

Moore I iuft, a verfein Horace^ righf^you haue it, 

Now what a thing it is tobean Afte. 

Heeres no found ieft,thc ddman hath found their <Hltj 
And fends the weapons wrapt about with lines, 

That wot»nd(bcyond their feeling)to the quicks 
But were our witty Eropreflc well a footc. 

She would applaud Andrenicus conceit, 

But let her reft in her vnrefi awhile. 

And now young Lords, wad not a happy fitarrs, 

Led vsto Rome ft ranges* and more then fo 
Captiues tobeaduanccd to this height? 

It did me good before thePallace gate, 

Tobraue the.Tnb.une in his brothershearing* 
r Demcr. But me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 
Bafel/iinfinuate, and fend vs gifts. 

Moore Had henotreafonLord Demetrinty 
Did you not vfehis daughter very friendly? 

Demet. 1 would we had a choufand Romanc Dames 
At fuchabay, by turnc to ferue ourluft. 

Chiro?;. A charitable, wifli and full of loue. 

Moore, Htsrc lacks hut your motherfor to fay Amen; 
£hiron. And that would fhc for twenty thou fand m^rc. 
Demer. Come let vs gee and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloucd mother in her paines. 

Moore, Pray to the deoils, the gods haue giuen vs ouer. 
Trumpets jonncl . . 

r Dcm< Why do the Emperors trumpets fiourifhthus^ 
Chiron. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath a fonne. 
Dime, Soft, who conies heerc? 

Enter Nurfe with a black* a Moore cbilJe. 

Good morrow Lords, O tell me did you fee Jron the 
Argn. Well, raorc orleflc, or nerca whit at-all, (Moore 

Heerc 


efTlmAn&ronkm, 

H<«re Artnis, and what with Aron now i 
N»r[t' Oh gentle Aron , we are all vndone. 

Now helpe, or woe betide thee euermore. 

Aron, Why what a catterwalling doft thou kcepe. 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine armet? 
Nnrfr. O that which I would hide from heauens eye. 
Our Empreflc fliame, and ftately Romes difgrace. 

She is dcliucrcd Lords, flic is dcliuered. 

Aron* Towhome? 

i,T...r. I mrine fhe is hrOUeht 2 bed. 


2V#r/«r. A denill. ^ _ ■ c n tr 

^n. Why then flie is the DemlsDam, a loyfull lflue. 

If,,#. Aioylcs,difmalUbUcke > andforrowfuUiffue, 

Hecre is the babe as loathfome as a toad, 

Amongft the faireft breeders of our clime, 

The Emprefle fends it thee, thy ftarope, thy feale, 

Andbidsthecchriftenit with thy daggers point. 

ssfron* Zounds ye whore, is black fo bafe a hue : 

Sweet blows.you are a beautious blofTome fure. 

‘Deme. ViHaine what haft thou done? 

Aron. That which thou canft not vndoe. 

Chiron. Thou haft vndone our mother. 

Aron. Villaine, I haue done thy mother. 

Demeti And therein hellilh dog thou haft vndone, 
Woe to her chance, and dambd her loathedchoyce, 
Accurft theoffpring offofoule a fiend. 

Chiron* It ftiall notliue. 

Aron. Itfhall not die. 

Nrtrfe* Aron it muft, the mother wils it fo. 

Aren. Whatmuftit Nurfe ! thenletnomanbut I, 

Doe execution ontny flefli and blood. 

Dem. He broach the tadpole on my Rapiers point, 

N uife giuc i: me, my fword fball foone difpatch it. 


